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didn't even take his boots off. The window was, of course,
shut. So Yv^as the door: and the colonel even locked it.
Before he went to sleep, Sasha had a last drink of cold tea.
There was a sprinkle of water over my face; it was Sasha
throwing the dregs out, from the bunk above. He always
did it that way.
23 August
A fine morning. We are running through spruce and fir
forests; with occasional patches of oats and potatoes.
The forest is thinner and more stunted than those we saw
yesterday. I get up early, in order to get into the lavatory
to wash and shave before it is too crowded and if possible
before it is too dirty. I am before the crowd; but not
before the dirt. The water closet has already reached that
incredible state of filth which seems inevitable in Russia.
Already the seat cannot be sat on, and in fact there are
already boot marks where Russians have stood on the
seat because it cannot be sat on. The emptying device,
which is perfectly simple to operate,-has not been operated,
and hence has now clogged up. The wash basin contains
the remains of a dozen meals which have been washed up
there—cups of raspberries, tea-leaves, and part of a fish.
The floor has a hole in the middle which serves as a drain,
but clearly this has been used for urination. The smell is
strong. I have to get used to this, because the only way I
can take photographs (which are, of course, forbidden) is
to go into the lavatory and make shots through the open
window, and I run to the lavatpry before even7 station and
every interesting bit of scenery during the next two days.
So I stick it out, and shave.
Breakfast of biscuits and jam. Sasha eats more caviare,
and spills more, some of it on my blanket this time. The
NJLV.D. colonel opens another tin of German sardines,
jnd spills more oil on the cloth. I spill some orange-
juice. Then the flies come in. Sasha won't have the

